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The Athenian Mercury: 
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Queft. 1. H ! who can fly from that his Heart doth Queft. 3. Say Athens Sons profoundly skill’d 
( feel ? In Problems bard and tough, 
What change of place can change implan- Why is one half o my Beef well boyi'd, 
Removing moves no hardnefs from the Stell, ( ted pain ? Tother not half enough ? 
Sick erie cg 23 "C ei beige ag in vain ? muy Problematical Gentlewoman We return’d this 
In vain go 0 elley yurer Ail eply, 
<;om London's Noife, to quench this ardent flame, a 
‘And veft my Spirits, ‘alinoft worn out with Care, Anf 7“ ye Beef og aod halt thro, a Pot 
hen fhe's the Caufe, all places are the fame. ( For Rhyme we with ye half throttled ) 
" ‘Gilt her Eee ort sgryerhees Becaule the Water covers it not, 
Poesiothe 4 én ill y Day is Micke : Nor is't prefs'd down by th’ Potlid. (a) Eliz. Bates 
UP Ihe . 6 ‘_7r ° ° 2 Je ° i 
Continually fiefh fear my Soul alarms But not being yet fatisfied, fhe has thus a lecond tinie 
As well in darkne{s as the brightef} Light. accofted us, by way of Rejoynder to our Anfwer. 
If I fay, tuth, Ple find out one more jaar, ; Queft. 4. Moft Learned Sirs, in your late Mercury 
Wee foall poffels my true and constant Love ; Tou {poke that which was falle indeed, truly ; 
Al; wigeig: Vicia tee ay. ar 3d / my me a, - fhon, 
None in the ‘A Out Ec : ve rejt above Water feemed just raw: 
fe the i i aa 4 7 as 7 ies oe me —— af “ — you ot 
Suffers an Eclipfe when brigh pears : be balf above was boyl’d by th’ Steam’ th water. 
So osher Beauries lofe their charming ways ' How can it then hg be arity [aid 
When fhe’s there, or when si yes firikes my Ears. That you are wile, being taught by a Cookmaid ? 
Since .. Superior nor Equal then (2) Dorothy Potlid. 
b ill my ravi mes endure, ; ; ; 
, on aie my raging Ke me — _ Anfw. Thou He-Cookmaid, with Pen and Tongue outragi- 
a oo J Uagai" Still thall thy #7ze boy! on? ftill wile thou plague us? (ous 


And if it pleafe her dye withour a Cure ? 
But if your Wifdom thinks this too fevere, 
Tell me what Met'od then I ought to ufe 
To live free from a Lovers care and fear, 
Wien I flight her who doth r-v Love re{ufe f 
An{fw. Why i)! miftaken Man {till fearch in vain 
For what tweed only be his lofs to gain? 
Whirlpools ad Wracks he all around does fee, 
Why will he flill a bold Advent’rer be ? 
Thofe Horace jutly blames, whom hopes of gain 
Firft taught to truft the wild perfidious Main ; 
Yet madder thofe who on that Ocean rove, 
That direful Gulf where wons the Syren Love. 
Still madder they, by fruitlefs Art giv’n or’e 
Beyond the Cure of Verfe or Hellebore ; 
Who once efcap’d, are yet efcap’d in vain, 
To their lov’'d Goal return, and hug their Chain. 
What ftrange enchanted Cups thefe Circes give, 
We can not with ‘em, nor without ’em live, 
if all Advice for Lovers e’nt too late, 
See the fad Wracks around, and fhun their Fate. 
Keep out of fight of Love or you're undone, 
Tis Sa. .and Carybdis both in one. 
© keep tart ff from that unhappy Strand, 
Where, tho’ the Shores look fair, "tis Death to Land. 
Queft, 2. Afy Touth and Innocence do prove 
Weak guards againft the force of Love, 
Inftead of keeping have betray'd 
The Heart of a poor Amrous Maid 
Toone who ridicules Loves power, 
Says “tis beneath him to adore 
A God that lurks in Womens Exes. 
O tell me her I may furprize 
His voving Soul, and fix his mind 
On Love, and make wimfoft and kind. 
An(w, Cupid like Proteus (out upon ‘em 
Ne’re throw away Good Nature on ‘em ) 
Ne’re good for any thing was found 
Unlefs taft manacled and bound. 
"Tis a moft difingeniows Creature, 
The God’s of a true Spaniel Nature, 
Kick him, the Cur will prove complying, 
But fear him, he’s an arrand Lyon. 
This fad Experience proves too true, 
50 you ferve ws, 1o we ferve you. 
Ina former Mercury we inferted this Query, from 
@ pretended Cookmaid : 


Ne're fatisfied with Reafon or Authority : 
Have at ye then once more, Good Mr. Dorothy. 
It jieam alone wou'd boy] Beef fit to eat, 


Thy own bright Phyz long fince had been good meat. 


Then for the Prefs henceforth no more be ztching, 
But prithee honeft Potlid mind thy Kitchin. 
(2) It’s never good wien Folks change their Names. 


Queft. 5. With heavy Griefs, and weighty Cares oppreft; 


In vain I feek relief, or flrive for reft ; 

My flutt'ring Soul within its dark abode 

Would fain be freed from Life's vexatious load : 
What mighty peace and quiet Death would bring 

Is the glad Requiem it ‘does gladly fing. 

And would Heaven blefs me with this kind retreat, 
Secure of Eafe, I'd fear no worfer flate. 

Thrice happy time, and welcome would it be 

When having juft the {pace to fay, I’m free, 

My Soul fhall take its flight,and wing away. 

As when the brave Athenians longing fat 

To know th’ Event of Battle, and their Eate ; 

That braver Man, who {carce had breath to tell 
The joyful News ? bis Soul outflew his Zeal, 

The day is ours be cryd, and down he fell. 

My Youth betray’d to Love, the wound encreas'd, 
And Sylvia got poffeffion of my Breaft : 

Too foon my tender Heart, alas ! took fire 

Too well, the Cunning Maid could raife defire 

Too well, fhe knew the worth of her Device, 

How weak tie Veffel, and how rich the Prize. 

But my ill Fate confpiring, made it worfe, 

And now my Fortune is Entail’d A CURSE. 
A Curfe on that damn’d Curfe, I mean a PVife, 
VVhofe Deareft iproofs of Love are Noife and firife. 
Bhe conftant Plague of Man, and clog of Life. 
And yet I grant you of the Sex, there are 

The Good, Good-natur’d, Witty, Kind and Fair, 
That thefe are very good, but very rare. 

VVould Providence had but beftow'd on me 

A Mite endow'd with one good Qualitie, 

The pleafing Comfort of whofe little good, 

Might calm the Rage of angry Flefh and Blood, 
For who can always bear 
But ah my wifbes are but vainly {pent 
And I at leaft must bug my Difcontent 
Perplext, and almoft quite bereav'd of fence 
I know not what to do, in my Defence, 


; 
j 


I have been told by fome wife Man of Late, 
That — There's another way to baffie Fate, 
— Pro will be happy, must be defperate. 
Say then, Lrarn’d Sons of Athens, you that know 
The Weazkne|s of thole Minds o'retax’d with Woe, 
What would jou’ advife a Wretched Man io do? 
Anjw. O why has Nature, or malitious Fate 
Still made the Good and Brave unfortunate ? 
Fortune muft needs unjuft and cruel be 
When it delights to torture Men like thee: 
Withcut thy Verfe who cou’d thy ¥es endure ? 
Thy charming Numbers Wound at once and Cure. 
There Fate is kind — Thy Verfe, which all things can 
Calm Storms, Cure Woes, Appeafes God and Man. 
Whatever's Foe to Life from Numbers flies, 
By thefe the envious Serpent bur/ts and dies. 
All noxious Worms but one — that {till revives, 


} 
; 
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Grow Old, Affected, Ugly, yet more proud, 
Have a worfe Breath and Tengue — her Voice fo loud 
‘Till it efteem'd a common Nuifance be, 
Thy Neighbours all ftruck Deaf as well as Thee. 
Then july high-exalted in the Air, 
Fill once a Week the Penitential Chair. — 
Stay — have we more — our Satyr yet 1s warm, 
Yet take fome Droppings of our Angers {torm ; 
Sore Legzs and Eyes, ten Ifues may the have, 
And foon, foon let it be thy Life to fave, 
And a! te Neighbourhoods rot into her Grave ? 
Leaft the Fair Sex think this too heavy a Cur{e, 
We add, may all Il] Husbands meet with worle. 
Whilft whiter Hours and Moments harnefs’d be 
For thofe, Dear Bard! that ov'd like us and thee. 
That One Qood Wife ( for al! Men have ( or fhou’d 
Think fo like us ) che only one that’s good ) ' 
Be thy blefs’d Lot — now with more Caution fee: ! 
"Ware Snakes! and if thou canft, have-at the Eel ! 
Leaft ;ou for blind Direétions us fhou’d blame, 
Her Marks We'll tell you ftrait, but can’t her Name. 
— No Beauty fhe ( remember Osborn’s Flys! ) 
She's not a Fool, nor thinks her felf too wife : 
No lit —that above all good Heaven forefend ! 
Nor Ble/s with fucha Cure our rhyming Friend ; 
Equal in Fottune and in Humonr fhe, 
Equal, if you your felf good-humour'd be: 
Your Will and Fudgment may fhe ftill preferr, 
Still may fhe you love more than you love her. 
Shou’d our unfeafonable Mirth difpleale, 
And you complain we give you Dreams tor Eafe ; 
That all our Curfes give no Remedy, — 
And your good Spoufe ftill rampant is and bigb, 
But neither dead, nor e’re intends to dye, 
Still there’s one Cure — and without Mercury. 
The War, dear Friend, refufes none diftrefs'd, 
There carry the Impofkbume in thy Breaft ; _ 
There thy blind Sorrows may direét thee right, 
There may’ft thou out of meer Defpair and Spite, 
Like any Inniskilling-Husband fight: | 
Stay ‘till the War is ore — if fhe furvive | 
There’s but {mall Hopes, fhe’ll ene for ever ive : 
You have your Chance, your greateft Foe you fly, 
And either bravely Live or bravely Dye; 
And if che laft, with Laurels round your Head, 
You'll ftrike the Stars, and mingle with the mighty Dead. 
There you'll at leaft, tho’ here you cannot reft 
There are no Wives, yo. know, among the Blefs‘d. 


Gentlemen, Pray tell me 
Queft. 6. Where goes the Wind when Tempefts ceafe to roar, 


Sinks it in Waves, or dyes it on the fhoar ? 
Aniw. Man knows not whence it comes, or where it 

If he that fends it krrows, he only knovvs. _ (goes, 
Quett. 7. Why fhake the Valliant when the Battle s near, 


And tremble tho’ they know not bow to fear? 


Anfw. The fame Effects from Various Caufes rife, 

So Man for Grief, or Joy, or Anger cryes. 
Queft. 8. Whofe warlike Enfiens make 2 Battle 

And mighty Arms proclaim a lafting Peace ? 

9. Tell me where Heat engender’d is by €old, 

VV bich fruitful makes th’ half-dead and old ? 

10. VVhat's that that’s moft refus’d when moft requir'd, 

By thofe by whom ‘tis moft defir'd ? 

Anfw. No Skill in Riddles We did e’re pretend, 
oy or Paris, not to Athens fend! 
uett. 11. VWWhy Men oblig’'d do still frefh Loves purly 

VV bilft thofe deny’d are tone. Sod ha a ii 
An(w. By VVind and VVater Sparks and Flame arife, 

While foon the quiet Fire in Afhes dyes. 

Queft. 12. How preffing Hands, &c. 

And {queeze the Meart, 2c. 
Anfw. You're a VVagg: 
Queft. 13. How Love to a’. uur Hearts the way 

VVhen he bimfelf (Vain Deity ) is Blind ? 

Anfw. Unlefs our felves we yield, he can’t Command. 

He finds the way becaufe We lead him by the Hand. 


Cc ease, 


Ve! 


can fi nd, 


i -_—— 


Qdbertifements, 


cr [Here is now in the Prefs The Compleat Library 

for March, wherein ‘will be Inferted Mr. 7. 
land’s Letter ; as alfo an Extraét declaring the Senfe of 
fome Forreign Divines upon the late Book of Mr. Daniel 
Willams, entituled Gofpel Truth Stated ; as al{o their Sen{e 
upon the Divifions amongft Chriftians of the Englifh Na- 
tion in general. 


ae Refleétions on Time and Eternit; : With fome 
other Subjects, Moral and Divine. To which is an- 
nexd an Appendix concerning the Firft day of the Tear, 
hovv obferved by the Fews, and may beft be employ. 
ed by a ferious Chriftian. By Fohn Shower. The Third 
Edition Corrected and very much Enlarged. 

London, Printed for Sam. Clement at the Swan in S¢, 

Paul's Church-yard. 1693. 


5 ie Righteous Man’s Hope at Death confider’d and 
improv’d for the Comfort of Dying Chriftians, and 
the Support of Surviving Relations : To which is add- 
ed Death-Bed Reflections, ¢~c. Proper for a Righteous 
Man in his laft Sicknefs. By Samuel Doolittle. This was 
the firft Sermon the Author Preacht atter the Death ot 
his Mother Mrs. Afzsy Doolittle, who Deceafed Dec. 16. 
1692. and is fince enlarged. 

London, Printed for Tho. Cockerill at the three Leggs in 

the Poultrey, over againft the Stocks- Market. 16 93. 


Rief Direétions for our more Devout Behaviour i 
Time of Divine Service. With a Short Rationale 
on the Common-Prayer. By H. C. 
Londm, Printed for Fonathan Robinfon, at the Griden 
Lyon in St. Paul’s Church-yard. 1693. 


Relation by way of Journal, of the maemarkable 
Tranfactions of the la{t Campaign, in sve Confederate 
Army, under the Command of bis Majefty of Great Brit- 
tain, and after of the Eledtor of Bavaria in the Spanifh Ne- 
therlands. 1692. In which is given a particular Account of 
the Battle at Steenkirk. Printed for Dorman Newman 


at the Kings Arms in the Poultrey. 
i I N Grays-Inn-lane in Plow-yard, the third Door , lives Dr. 
Thomas Kirlews, a Collegiate Phyfician, and Sworn Phy- 
fician in Ordinary to King Charles the Second, until his death ; 
who with a Drink and Pill ( hindring no Bufinefs ) undertakes 
to Cure any Ulcers, Sores, Swellings in the Nofe, Face, or other 
ts ; Scabs, Itch, Seurfs, Leprofies,and Venerial Diféafe,expecting 
nothing until the Cure be finifhed: Of the laft he hath cured many 
hundreds in this City, many of them after fluxing, which carries the 
evil from the Lower Parts to the Head, and {fo deftroys many. The 
Drink is 3 s. the Quart, the Pill « s. a Box, with Directions ; a bet- 
ter Purger than which was never given, for they cleanfe the Body of 
all Impurities, which are the caufes of Dropfies, Gouts, Scurvies, 
Stone or Gravel, Painsin the Head, and other parts, With another 
Drink at 15. 6 d.a Quart. He cures aH Fevers and hot Diftempess 
without Bleeding, except in few Bodies, He gives his Opinion ce 
al] that writes or comes for nothing. 


— 


— ewe een Fe oe 


7 ON DO N, Printed for John FJounton at the Raven in the Poxltrey, 1693: 


